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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


| hope this pleases the person | wrote it for :) | did the best | could and | hope that they love itll 


Pete felt himself growing more irritated by the second. He has been trying to write for the last hour with 
little success. Roger and John had gone out for the evening and Pete was desperately hoping that Keith was 
going with them. He kept hearing a thumping sound, followed by Keith's infectious, boyish giggle. At first, each 
time he heard the laugh he had simply gripped his pencil harder. After a while the pencil broke and he 
managed to find a pen to use; left in the hotel drawer by a former guest, he supposed. The giggling continued 
and Pete had begun slamming the pen down on the bed. After about the tenth giggle, Keith let out a shrill 
screech. Pete ran a hand through his hair and gripped it angrily, certain that someone had complained by now 
and they were about to be kicked out of yet another hotel. They were running out of places to stay on tour. 
Pete knew he had to do something. Rather than throwing the pen, he sat it on the bed carefully, his hand 
shaking hard in an attempt to maintain control. Making sure his room key was in his pocket, Pete exited the 
room and stormed to Keith's. 


He knocked on the door loud enough to wake any of the guests sleeping close by but figured Keith if anything 
had already woken them. Pete's fists were clinched as he heard footsteps walking to the door. The latched 

clicked open and Pete wondered if Keith could tell how mad he was just by looking. He certainly didn't seem to 
notice. He was dressed in tight white pants and a red t-shirt, worst of all wearing that goofy grin that made 
Pete's blood boil. The guitarist thought that steam must have been coming out of his ears but Keith did not 


seem to notice. 


"Good evenin‘, mate," the drummer exclaimed cheerfully. His eyes shot to the top of Pete's head and Keith's 
brow furrowed. "What happened to your hair, dear boy?" 


Pete fought to keep control at his bandmate's apparent lack of concern for the noise he was making. He made 
up his mind to keep his composure, at least until he found out what was going on. With Keith, you never knew. 
He drove a car into a pool a few years ago, he stuffed his drum kit with explosives, took his clothes off during 
interviews. Pete looked behind Keith only to see a huge stack of boxes scattered around on the floor and bed, 
all of them open but a big one that was leaning against the wall. Pete wondered where they all came from. 
Those hadn't been on the bus. Had he bought a bunch of stuff and had it all delivered? When had he had time 
to do that? He decided to address that first. 


"What is all that?" Pete asked, keeping his tone controlled. 


"Come and see," the other man answered, stepping to his right to let his bandmate in. 

Pete sighed heavily as he heard the drummer close the door. Whatever was in the boxes certainly was 
colorful. It looked like..costumes, maybe? He knew that Keith loved dressing up in lavish clothes, often wearing 
them whenever he wasn't on stage for days, no matter where he was. Perhaps the larger box, taller than 
both of them and twice as wide, was more intriguing at the moment. Keith walked up behind Pete, rubbing his 
hands together in anticipation 


"This," Keith said, gesturing dramatically toward the box with both arms. "Is perhaps the most brilliant 
purchase I've ever made. ‘elp me get it open, would ya?" 


Too interested to deny his friend's proposition, Pete felt around in his pocket for his hotel key. Finding it, he 
held it and steadily tore through the tape down the front of the box, then stood on a chair and cut it open 
from the top. He tried to peer through the opening he made at the top but could not make out what was 
inside. Using his own key, Keith knelt down on the floor and opened the tape across the bottom. Pete stepped 
down and moved the chair, his heart pounding. The anger he bore his friend mere moments ago were now 
forgotten as they pulled the cardboard apart from the front, opening it like a set of French doors. Pete nearly 
jumped, not seeing in the package what he expected to see: himself. And Keith. 


His voice was a mixture of anger and curiosity. "Why the bloody hell did you buy this, 
Keith? What on Earth could you possibly need a giant mirror for?" 


"For these!" Keith replied, looking like a kid on Christmas morning, face lit with unmatched excitement. His eyes 


twinkled as he held up armfuls of clothes. Pete felt his blood starting to boil again, angered that he had let his 
own curiosity get sidetracked by Keith's frivolous purchase. He started to yell but thought better of it, 
thinking how ironic it would be to get kicked out of the hotel because of himself rather than Keith. Each time 
he started to speak he stopped, unsure of what to say. Pete and his reflection both waived their arms about, 
lost in a frustrated state of confusion. Finally, he composed himself long enough to ask a relatively sane 
question to his loony friend. 


"The mirror - this giant mirror that there is NO WAY we will be able to take with us for the rest of the 


tour - is for you to try on these clothes that we also won't be able to take?" 


The silence that filled the room after Keith said a wholehearted, "Yep!" was eerie, a bizarre perfect storm of 
his giddiness mixed with Pete's fury. Still looking through the boxes, Keith grabbed a few of the garments and 
gleefully exclaimed that he would be right back. The bathroom door slammed shut. Upon taking another look in 
the mirror, Pete noticed that his hair was in fact a mess, just as Keith had noticed. He quickly straightened it 
with his hand and stepped back for a minute. He could either walk into the bathroom and strangle Keith like his 
first impulse suggested or he could calm down and find out what caused this expensive impulse purchase that 
would only get a few hours‘ use. He took a seat next to the mirror and shifted, certain he would not get 
comfortable. The chairs at hotels were almost always awful and this one was no exception. After a moment he 


stood and started pacing to calm his nerves. It was surprisingly quiet in the bathroom. Even when Pete stood 


next to the thin door he heard nothing. 


In a flash, the door swung open and slammed into the wall behind it. Pete jumped at the sound as dodged Keith 
as he ran out of the bathroom and to the mirror, dressed head to toe in pirate garb. Still clutching his chest, 
Pete watched as Keith stood before the mirror and looked himself over approvingly. 


"Well worth three hundred, wouldn't you agree?" he asked the guitarist. 


Pete's eyes went wide. "You spent three hundred of our tour money on clothes to make yourself look like a 
pirate? Have you gone mad?" 


"Quite the opposite, dear boy; | think this is the best I've ever looked," Keith said sincerely. 


Pete didn't want to disagree; it was a very nice costume. The shirt appeared to be silk, the jacket of velvet and 
the trousers of wool. The boots had been polished to sheen Even the holster for the sword at his side looked 
like it was made of suede and fine leather. It was like something that might be worn in a theater production. 
Pete had always loved the theater, and the more he looked at the clothes the more he wanted to try them on. 
He wasn't exactly thrilled that Keith had spent so much of their tour money but what was done was done. He 
asked a simple question 


"What other costumes do you have?" 


"Have a look," Keith said, motioning to the bed and the floor. With so many boxes lying around he hardly knew 
where to begin. He took a seat on the bed and looked inside each box. There appeared to be a sailor suit and 


hat, a priest's cassock, a nun's habit, a monk's robe..one of the boxes on the floor was filled with wigs, another 


with shoes. When Pete got to the last box, confusion furrowed his brow. 


"| think you got this box by mistake," he said, picking it up and walking over to Keith. 


The drummer opened the box and looked back to the mirror almost immediately. 


"No, that's mine," he responded. Keith removed the dull metal sword from its sheath and practiced swinging it 


around. Pete couldn't believe his ears. 

"This is a dress," Pete said matter-of-factly 

"| Know" 

"Then why do you have it?" he asked, not wanting to sound rude but unsure of the purpose of it. 
Keith turned and looked at Pete, exchanging his look of bewilderment. "Because Im going to wear it: 


Pete waited for Keith to break into a smile, to say he was just kidding and that he'd purchased it for someone, 


but the smile never came. 
"Where are you planning to wear this?" 
"Here." 


Pete did his best to connect the pieces in his mind. "You bought this mirror, these clothes and this dress.just 
to wear in this hotel room tonight? What were you planning to do with it when we leave?" 


Keith shrugged. "Hadn't thought about that. Just knew | liked it and | wanted to try it all on” 


Pete had always known Keith to be spontaneous but this was just wasteful. Wasteful and impulsive. And crazy. 
Still, Pete was intrigued. He wanted to know if Keith meant what he said. 


"Put it on" 
Keith turned to Pete. "Why?" 

"What do you mean, why? You bought it, you intend to wear it, so put it on" 

Keith seemed concerned with Pete's demand "Why do you care so much if | wear it or not?" 


Pete knew he was letting his anger get away from him. He took a deep breath and tried to form a calm 
response. "You spent a lot of money on this stuff. | just wanted to know that you're telling me the truth about 


why. 


There was a long silence. 
"Are you embarrassed that | saw it?" Pete asked. 
"No, it just seems odd that you want to see it on me so bad” 


"| don't," Pete spat. "Look, put it on or don't, | don't care. | just don't want your antics getting us kicked out of 
another hotel. I've been trying to write all evening and the sound of you giggling and opening boxes has only 


caused me grief. I'm going next door now and | don't want to hear another sound coming from this room." 


Pete shoved the box into Keith's hands and made his way to the door. Just as his hand was on the knob, Keith 
stopped him with his words. 


"It's just a bit of fun, mate. It wouldn't hurt you to have some fun once in a while." 


Keith's concern seemed earnest. Pete turned to see a matching look on the drummer's face. Pete couldn't help 
but sigh. The tour had been rough; a real drag. Perhaps a bit of fun wouldn't hurt. He considered the 
repercussions of staying in the room versus leaving. If he left, he would probably spend the evening alone 
without being able to write or sleep. The twinkle in Keith's eyes made him believe that maybe, just maybe, the 


evening could be salvaged. 
"Okay, what do you want to do?" Pete said, giving in and sitting on the bed. 


"lll give you a bit of entertainment. Just wait here!" Keith dashed off to the bathroom, closing the door behind 
him. A moment later he was back out, rummaging through the box of wigs and selecting one. Shoes flew out of 
the shoe box until Keith picked out a pair of what Pete was certain was a pair of ladies high heel shoes and 
disappeared into the bathroom again. The same eerie quiet crept into the room as when Keith changed into the 
pirate costume. Pete rubbed his face and sighed. This was, without a doubt, one of the strangest days of his 
life. He waited patiently, looking through the wigs again. There was every color imaginable, short and long, curly 
and straight. There was a bright purple color coming out of the bottom of the box. Pete shifted the fake hair 
to the side and pulled the item out. It was a long feather boa, the kind you saw in old Hollywood movies. Pete 
was happy that Keith wasn't around; he had always enjoyed the touch of feathers. He rubbed the boa across 
his face, breathing in a wonderful perfume smell. He wondered who it once belonged to. He reclined back on the 
bed, still holding the boa and thinking to himself about his situation Keith was going to be strutting around in a 
dress and heels regardless of whether or not Pete was in the room. How often did he have the chance to do 
that? How often did he want to? The big question, though, was: why did he want to? It didn't really matter, he 
supposed. It made him happy and he went with it. 


He stroked the boa thoughtfully as he waited for Keith. He wanted to be mad but Keith's gentle words soothed 
him, just like they always did. Pete knew his temper sometimes got the best of him, but only Keith seemed to 
know what to say to help. While he was thinking, he slipped the boa around his neck and leaned his face onto it. 
He was relaxing rapidly, feeling his eyes getting heavy from the soft sensation and sweet smell. Just as his 


eyes slipped closed, Keith exited the bathroom slowly. He was clad in a slinky, leopard-print dress, black stiletto 
heals and a blonde wig. The fabric was stretched by Keith's less than womanly form and the shoes, while big, 
were still not big enough to hold his feet. The wig was nicely combed out, a lovely long bob style. Keith put his 
hands on his hips and did an overly-exaggerated female walk over to the bed. 


"Hey there, handsome," Keith spoke, his voice raised to sound more feminine. "How do | look?" 


Keith used his hairy hand to fluff the bottom of the wig, trying hard to look womanly. Upon closer inspection, 
Pete saw that Keith had applied loads of eyeliner and mascara. He hadn't done a bad job, but he did not look at 


all like a woman. 


"You look..like the ugliest woman | ever saw!" Pete burst into laughter. Keith sighed He was happy that he had 
amused his friend but sad for a reason he couldn't quite name. He smiled nonetheless and continued his 


charade, sitting on the bed and crossing his legs. 


"| beg your pardon, but | am the loveliest lady in the hotel. And | do believe you have stolen this from me," 
Keith said, placing his hand on the boa. 


Pete frowned. He didn't want to admit how much he liked wearing it, but at the same time, wanted to keep it 
on a little longer. He wouldn't admit it, but it was true. Pete found himself wishing he could be as free as Keith, 
sitting on the edge of the bed, grinning like a fool. 


"| think it would look lovely on you, let's have a look in the mirror," he said. 
They stood and walked once more to the large mirror. Keith straightened the straps on his dress as Pete 


draped the boa around his neck. Keith playfully threw part of it over his shoulder. Pete decided to pay him a 


complement. 


"You look ravishing, my dear," he said, doing his best to make his voice convincing. Keith looking at his 
reflection, blowing himself kisses and waving. He genuinely felt comfortable this way. He also found a way to 
help Pete feel better, whether or not Keith knew how much that truly meant to his friend. The guitarist 


decided to pay the other man a complement and did so before losing his nerve. 

"My lady, you look good enough to kiss. May |?" 

Keith was stunned but did well hiding it. "As you wish." 

Keith leaned his cheek to Pete who kissed it chastely. Keith smiled and drew Pete into a hug. As the gap 
between them closed, Pete was vaguely aware that he whispered something as the last of his anger and 


frustration melted away. 


Keith responded in his own voice as he tightened the hug. "You're welcome." 


